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The Invisible Warning 


By 


H. Mortimer 




T hills and let him sniff the trail o: 

grizzly. Instantly his coat will b: 
tie, and the pale green fire of hatred co 
into his eyes. Show the same puppy I 
trail of a cottontail and heart and vo 

chase. That is instinct, but leave tl 

ra* . 


through the 




ing”; that taught the hunted deer to 
double back, and watch his own trail, and 
that whispered to the panther to mock 
the cry of a child to decoy the lost and 
fever-smitten woodsman. But the natural¬ 
ist of the present day is beginning to hate 
the word. Instinct, he says, is inherited 
knowledge or inherited habit, as the case 
may be, and plays but a small part in the 
self-preservation of the wild folk. 

But there is yet another inherited fac¬ 
ulty, which, for want of a better term, 
has been very inadequately named the 
“Sixth Sense.” It would be a difficult 


ughy, helpless offspring ’ inherited 
owledge would be of little value, even 
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INVISIBLE WARNING. 


had ruu forty miles through the jungle A few minutes later a very different 
during the night. scene to'ok place about a mile distant from 

“ ‘Lutti,’ I said. ‘Why are you here?’ the house. Along the wide, dusty road 

“ ‘I do. But how did you know?’ school—the son and daughter of the out- 



Our Bad Manners, and Who 
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A Night In New Arabia 


T HE great city of Bagdad-on-theSub¬ 
way, which is to say, New York, is fc 
caliph-ridden. Its palaces, bazaars, l 
khans and byways are thronged with A1 c 
Rashids in divers disguises, seeking di- . 




,te upon whoin^ they wiU^not re- 


tighten his belt in gift hbraries, nor^a 
Eay 1 bKkrt h of h “le“-crowned d turkey 




heap upon 

benefits, too often comes the report from 
Arabian headquarters that the captive re- 

This reticence, then, in the actors who 
perform the sad comedies of their philan¬ 
thropy-scourged world, must, in a degree, 
-nt for the she - *— : -•* 




3d tale, which shall be e&. 


d^Jacob Spraggins mixed for himself 

ted" from its imbibition, for imme- 
ly afterward he struck the quartered 


of the powerful genie Roc-Ef-El-Er who 
sent the Forty Thieves to soak up the oil 
plant of Ali Baba; of the good Caliph 
Kar-Neg-Ghe, who gave away palaces; of 
the Seven Voyages of Sailbad, the Sin- 

erman and the^Bottle; of the Barmecides’ 
wealth by means of his Wonderful Gas- 






ras a breaker boy in a Pennsylvania, wai 
nine. I don’t know what a breaker boy 

ng by a coal dump with a wan look and 
: dinner-pail to have his picture tnlrAn fnr 


7 , Jacob w 
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rited love for plain food^, loose cloth- 
had too much health and youth to 

mouth that kept the peppermint- 
n tablets rattling like hail from the 


tie hornpipes. ^ 


^he 6 receiver^thereo?" was 8 at °th 
^engaged in^ conceding immori 

le ultimate fate of the wicked f 

stand still when you are lifting 
»f strictly-, new-laid eggs out of t 


But you wouldn’t have given him yoi 
heart, because you are saving it for a ri< 
ing-master, or a shoe-manufacturer wit 


ore a grey bicycle ca] 
head, and his hair wj 

one "that smiled a g( 

- 0 — - _Ie slung imported A1 

fancy groceries about as though they were 
only the stuff he delivered at -boarding- 


looked like 
when he was i 
of everlasting 




branch (donated 


sM 


caliphs in the business.) She was C 


Annette Fletcherized 

L ~ P -' biggest 
: CeUa’s 


a heiress, and fall 
sight! He’s a sw 




“He will to me,” said Celia. 

“Riches -” began Annette, 

sheathing the not unjustifiable femii 

Stl "8h, you’re not so beautiful,” 
Celia, with her wide, disarming sn 
“Neither am I; but he shan’t know 




Maker’s Wrongs.’ I’ll bet he’ll turn out 

There was a long hallway (or “passage¬ 
way,” as they call it^in^the land of die 

along the rear of file house. The grocer’s 
young man went through this to deliver 
his goods. One morning he passed a girl 
in there with shining eyes, sallow eom- 


mmbered • 


miling mouth, wear- 

/Set of Early 
A Trophy tomatoes 


ie and Trophy toma 
st^expensive^fueen oli 


jer’s wagon came about ten in the 1 
ning. For three days C.elia watched 1 

ig new each time to admire in the lofty j 


3 piccolos in the world should hs 
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The Trail of ’98 


By 

Robert W. Service 


BOOK IV 




“Ail right" I said; "come on and we'll 

So we got in the front row of spectators, 
while behind us the crowd packed as close- 

fhad taken had again aroused in me thar 


r at the Youth. 

said. “Guess 
You’re not 


“Well,” he continued, “it’s the rotten- 
est game ever. I’ve seen more poor beg¬ 
gars put plumb out of business by tbe 
dance-halls than by all the saloons and 
gambling-joints put together. It’s tbs 

r e of catching the sucker brought to 
point of perfection, and there’s very 


EFSS 


they’ve 
mighty good to 


men, well, they look just like angel* 
oys are all right, but they’ve gc 


one of them gets to looking at you with 
eyes that eat right into you, and soft white 
hands, and pretty coaxing ways, well, it’s 
mighty hard to hold back. A man’s a 

a poke—’cept, like me, he knows the ropes 
and he’s right onto himself.” 

The Youth said this with quite a com¬ 
placent air. He went on: 

“These girls work on a percentage basis. 
You’ll notice every time you buy them a 
drink the waiter gives them a check. That 

cash in and get twenty-five per cent, of 
the money you’ve spent on them. That’s 
how they’re so keen on ordering fresh bot- 

gone flat before it’s empty, and have you 
order another. Or else they’ll pour half 
of it into ^he cuspidor when you’re^ not 

ger ale on you. Or else they’ll get you 
ordering by the case, and have half a 
dozen dummy bottles in it. Oh, there’s 
all kinds of schemes these box rustlers are 
on to. When you pay for a drink you 
toss over your poke, and they take the 
price out. Do you think they’re partica- 
lar to a quarter ounce or so? No, sir! 
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The Line-Up of the Financiers 

A Three-Fold Grouping of Important 
Canadian Interests 
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HEALTHIER THAN THE CHRISTIAN 
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HEALTHIER THAN THE CHRISTIAN 
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Tea From Japan 

























LITTLE TALES 
FOR SUMMER WEATHER 


“The Green Hour” 

By Deshler Welsh 
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WAS IT MURDER? 


two-steps, out of which even the dullest 

ating, if unclassical tune, known as 
“Turkey in the Straw.” And the old men 
were applauding, clapping feebly and de¬ 
lightedly, rapping their sticks on the floor, 
shufflng their old feet in time to the in- 

“Sit up and listen, Grandpa,” adjured 
Uncle Ebenezer, energetically poking the 
bed-clothes, “It’s real lively.” 

“I am list’n,” growled a subterranean 
voice from under the quilt. 

“Well, set ” ’ - • 


ed to smile sympathisingly at t 
partisan of Women’s Rights. 

But hardly had the applause for 


We dropped the subject. 




udience. The old faces were quiver- 
Lth delight, and the withered nands 




vX^ 


ggcj 


that, Ma’arr.,”^ 


& “unch an’ 


ing her best to keep from smiling as the 
agile Punch demolished the lovely Judy 
at one fell swoop. But no one heard her. 
Slowly the quilt on the corner bed heaved, 

thl depths^ of ^loom^and blankete in 

an embarrassed grin at Uncle Ebenezer, 
composed himself to listen. Gradually 
the thrill of youthful enthusiasm gripped 

the combatants grappled for the last time] 
Grandpa’s excitement burst forth. - 

“Biff ’im in the eye I” he shouted 


Uncle Ebenezer patted h 
nented admiringly, as the ai 


Was It Murder ? 

By R. Parker Dawson 


G thought il 


--rather abrupt slope towards the tent walls. 


—.- _ _e old chui__ 

“Don’t need any sousing; its sprinkling mouthed epithets at the grandson as he 
rain now. That’ll soon put it out,” said I, did so, accusing him of being awkward 
tying the tent flaps after me and prepar- and slow. 

ing for bed. “Yes, yawn! Ninny! All you think of 

* * * is your own sleep. Little you care if I 

am in misery all the time!” he snarled, 
Gord was snoring and I was just drift- striking feebly at the boy with his cane, 
ing off when a shout came wavering on the Then followed a space of quietness during 
rising wkuHrom the lake. Heavy drops of which I listened to the storm and watched 


ter’s edge, in scanty young man’s It 
vas seeking a land- stripped for bed. 


Never!” ““ “ * ^ 

The performers having gone, peace 
settled once more on Ward 2. 

“I liked the Punch an’ Judy the best,” 
observed Uncle Ebenezer critically. “It 

Grandpa SmaUweed moved his leg to its 
accustomed spot before he answered. “I 
didn’t,” he grunted at last. “I liked the 
one about Kelly. I ain’t heard as good a 
chune since I was young. It’s none of 

real chune, that.” He whistled a 
bit of it under his breath, and then chuck¬ 
led wickedly. “I don’t think as ’ow we’ll 
’ave any more "Ome Sweet ’Ome,’ not 
even with a wiolin obligato, eh, Eben- 


ill you! That rain v 
rth the dirt on my 1 


white limbs as he 




y0 «xr XT Striking the gr_ 0 _ 

Hey! Hey! You people there, can you sleep, down on him as he lay crushed up 
give me shelter from the rain?” he called against the firmly pegged walls. However, 
*° he began to snore peacefully. I, too, was 

Sure! we yelled in chorus. “Come drowsing off when a sharp peal of thunder 

I hey entered the tent presently, and we ning flash the young fellow adjusting the 
saw by the light of the flickering candle, pegs which held down the wall-curtains. 
M --t -- sleepy to investigate and drop- 

on the °tent and ^nly^ysdf^nd 


of getting wet,” explained the yow. 6 ^ ulluer 

with a sickly grin, trying to make himself out in abandon, 
heard above the noise of the downpour on curious about the < 

“Well,” Gord exclaimed. “What ai„ otUM31 UCIC1 

°? fc r ith , him ll ? en? ” Scrambling up, I ducked through the 

Its the doctors orders. He has lung flaps. Gord was bending over a sodden 
trouble, and our tent didn’t come, so when bundle of clothes at the side of the tent 
we saw the storm cornin’ we hustled under the ropes. As I looked he turned 
across to your bonfire lookm for shelter, it over, exposing to view the white face 
Tts had An* on,’* ,*9” referring to the of the old man, dead. By his side were 
; some bedding, several uprooted tent pegs. 




“Why did you do it? 


ve asked, gazing 


and offended the old man, 
face he glanced uneasily, 
r tent doesn’t leak, does she?” asked of the youth. 

eumatic one, peevishly, peering up “He kept yappin’ away at me all night, 
3“ and 1 couldn ’ fc sleep. Anyway, I just 


With drowsy attenti 
young chap prepare th 
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SALLY’S SOUL. 


Sally's Soul 

By Myra Webb McCord 

I NEVER saw them before, and I’va 
never seen them since, that evening 


great depths. They surely had never 
years—probably not thirty—had drawn 


a ‘Tried 




The wi 


ff into indistinctness. I was look 
he girl. “But bring the seidel o: 
it away,” I heard him add at last 
ie that jarred. 

:r turned to the girl, and re 


The stolid face of the man behinc 
chair flushed. “I got the beer ordei 
first time you gave it,” he said quiet! 
^Sarcastically the big man burst ^f. 

you’re earning your living here?” 

The girl bent lower over her p 
“Give me the markets, Jean,” he 


“Ha, hi 


laughed deprecatingly. “Oh, 
chuckled presently. “Had 


good day to- . 

* The girl went on reading. 
ft“Say, Jean, what are^you goin’ to dc 


fee,” she answered, very distinctly, un¬ 
folding the evening paper and spreading j 

“Fried smelts? Why, they’re not good v 


re few, yet the dif- 
shhad lmd them 

re you goin’ to do about 


: “I will discuss tbi 

1 The little^German restaurant ! 

- crowded. The shabby waiter hi 
these two people at the table with 
myself. Jim seemed amused at 
by-play. I shiveyed slightly, fc 
denly discovered that he was 1 


ance that, ashamed, I 


turned away. 




i fore, when Jim’s eyes had 
l derfully kind, and I felt thi 

and she looked 8 so frail! 



The Girl at Three 


Fork 






tow' 
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‘Til 'slit a piece out of then 
Missy,” he said ; leering wisely, ar 

before the Sarge gets too curious.” 
weWin 1 


ic as^ he jode^ and adjusted^ the 
^The ^teho^wts 


He hoped to h< 
le could reach tl 
is booty, and perhaps Mar- 

rs later he perceived a soli- 
i ahead of him. The figure 
sfinitely, perhaps a thousand 
>f him. The horse and rider 
going through strange move- 
rider directed the animal 


Hay neglected his horse, and it came to 
a standstill in a patch of the marsh land 
which had been thawed by the March 
sun. He urged the horse, but the ground 
was impossible. He dismounted, and leav¬ 
ing the animal, went ahead on foot, choos¬ 
ing the hillocks of solid ground. 

The thousand yards which had appear¬ 
ed to separate him from the figure before 
it disappeared, seemed to grow into a ter¬ 
rible distance. He floundered in the mire. 
His feet became clogged. He began to 
wish that he had not left his horse, when 
suddenly, as he reached the foot of a 

footing was dry, fie saw a small figure 
lying^ prostrate attibe top of the rise.^peer- 


“Margaret!” h 
“Hush!” she i 


plied, 


ftffssf £ tar artSMSS 

struggling objects which might have been 

“It is Zero Buck,” she said, “and Pit. 
The third horse carried the pay. They 
rode too quickly up the hill and over it, 
and they were into the muskeg before 
they knew it. Their guns must be gone. 
They.—do you tl ' ’ ' * 




! rr t « 


be sky, a strange little pro- 
i into Three Mile. First 
ses with two bound figures 


The Place of 
Verandahs and Porticos 
in Modern House Architecture 


SSiS 


weight of th“ 
they sat on the statioi 


“Yes. And they thought it was you, 
and took a hurried short cut from the 
trail. They rode over the little hill too 
quickly, and were into the mud before 
tley could stop. The horses fell before 
they knew it.” 

“And it was you I saw following them, 

M «L, siHy, 

“Hmphl” snorted Hays, apparently 
brooding over *me very weighty matter. 
‘.‘Hmph I What kind of a weddin’ shall 
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The Story He Told That Night 
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something, perhaps the stricken look he 
had seen in Mootima’s eyes, or pride—the 
pride of the white man—had held him 

That pride was strong in him, and it ask- 


£&1Zh3 


ficed herself and her butcha. He had 

Returning, he sought 
at her feet. All day 

in ^.. 


i, 0 my son?" 



Unstirred by w 
The lingering 


SEPTEMBER 

(find, the leaves are still 
shrill; 


From ___ . 

The glow-worms flash their signal light 
Nearby, a ripened apple falls; 

A bird awakened, softly calls; 
Somewhere among ^the wooded frills, 

Across the mist-veiled meadow wl 


Half-heard, half-dreamed, thi 

A sweet cont: 

Sings “When 


i a light. 


THE BEST FROM THE 
CURRENT MAGAZINES 
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ful single 
hardly seer 


or^ religious, is steadily growing. 


tory as a prophet who copyrighted the 

five hundred per cent. Her followers re¬ 
gard such reflections upon her sincerity 
as blasphemy, but these are just a few of 
the reasons why the ‘Mother Mary’ of the 
Christian Scientist does not win respect 
from the average passer-by. Her talents 
were not the kind which conquer the 

Yet the truth which lay at the root of 
her success and which she garbled and 
twisted in her teaching is bound to have 

oentar^ M M 1 Sacles e ha-v dD ^ n ® 


wrought by 
, .-3d pools, by 

by faith healers for 


Sty, but' 


>1 T) 1 l.-ll Cm 1 b 

ten behind th 


world at large with a deg 

ity, and everyone who takes an unpreju¬ 
diced stand retains a slight suspicion that 
her ‘discovery’ was stolen from her former 
friend Quimby. She may have taken the 
manuscript or she may have only carried 
off the idea—in which case she apparent- 

anyone who reads the shallow pretentious 
writings of Mrs. Eddy such as her letters 
and autobiography will doubt that she 

Lid Health,” Mark Twain has proved 
this conclusively in his literary analysis 
of her work. The controversy over the 

Lhons without^either 
Jdited by 


-,-stands to reason that 

physicians will accomplish much by ton¬ 
ing up the mind. In Mrs. Eddy’s teach- 


worship the miracle 


manded an optimism which was carried 
to the edge of the ridiculous, but this 

portant part in the permanency of the 
success of the cures. When people moved 

e -— -nto sunlight—real or im- 

lereafter refuse to recog- 

> nut surprising that they will 
) worship the woman who led 
is this healthy outlook that the 


(Sunt Lyoff Tolstoi 
'Mdwin Smith in 
d he also poss 
ddy’s^ power of 

i 1 ^ \ t ^i' . . 


resembled Pro- 
his splendid sin- 
and he also possessed Mrs. Mary 
Eddy’s power of arresting atten- 


'°h£ al beliefs 


Matthew Arnold marvelled at the wonder- 


la Karenina’ as a ‘piece of 


gs anything like his 
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aristocracy in the reign of the late King 
Edward will not be tolerated in the present 
period of respectability. Women who in- 

apart from their husbands and peeresses 

to have set about a drastic purification of 
the tone of English society, and those who 

ed sway over the mind of the King do not 
doubt her ability to enforce her policy of 
of strict correctness. Primarily, ar 
London World says, Queen Mary 


employ. They ought, she says, to do 
everything they can to make the leisure 
hours of their servants as agreeable as pos¬ 
sible, and Her Majesty has practised what 
she has preached. Both the King and 

likes cards. The King*plays bridge some¬ 
times, and for small points, but without 
any enthusiasm. The King is interested 
in athletics, but the Queen cares little or 
nothing for sport of any kind. She is a 


standpoint of tl 


is determined first an 


ularly an 


1 households that model their 
o attend church reg- 

Majesty might not be so rigorous in her 
ideas after a brief period on the throne. 
On the contrary she is more straight-laced 

seems, a pattern and an example of re¬ 
spectability to the entire Anglo-Saxon 
world. 

Queen Mary in truth is deeply religious, 
retaining the evangelical faith in which 
she was brought up, writes Mr. W. T. 
Stead in the London Review of Reviews. 
Her religion^is more concerned with mor- 

more than wth belief. She is a regular 


punctual in reading^her Bible e 

she always reads her chapter. ! 
attracted either by high Ritual 

and the singing of a well-tran 
although not strong or of jjreaV 


so that she might be able, when* 

:hose, to see a living and moving present- 
nent of her little ones playing and work 

The education of the children 


L ry td: 


..H. 

keeping with her every-day thoughts. 
“The Lost Chord” and “The " 


>icture of an English ^ inotl 

at afforded by the Princess 
I’hen living quietly at York C 
11 the children, even to the your 


French boy Marcel Meunier gave a dis¬ 
play of his skilly for them at Marlborough 

n m i ! ' i \ " V i 

where the brig “King Edward VII.” lies 


complete. No more devot- “grandpa,” a 




has been generally to see them all. Motl 

tr u { , ri, 0f, L c T P ' e pL' 

Wales, and bonny Princess. Mary the Pr: 






Saraii A^Tooley 


oughly taught all that others can teach 
them and therefore personally arranged 
the system she desired should be followed. 

the Queen adopted this method for each 
one at the outset, often herself explaining 

employed. Her Majesty, it seems, has 
never made the mistake of allowing or en¬ 
couraging her children to have very long 

injury may be done by overtasking young 
^The Princess’s^ own gouvernante^ and 

whose charge they have been taken to see 
London. They have paid their first visits 


the Royal children^ 

tage, Sandringham, they have pass¬ 
ed much of their time in healthy 

very gradually initiated into book 
learning. They have been trained to use 

knowledge by observation. At the tech¬ 
nical Schools, Sandringham, they prac¬ 
tice needlework and wood-carving. The 


craft for the younger Princes. It is at 
Frogmore also that the Roval children 
practice riding and driving; under the 
tuition of Mi-. Stratton, who has been 
groom to their father for many years. 

ponies given to them by Mr. 
Sanger. The Windsor home farm 

>'e somewhat^eclipsed then- old love, the 
ocasmi they have glorious times m Wind^ 

All the Royal children have cameras, 
and receive instruction from Mr. Hua, one 
of their tutors and a skilled photographer. 
They vie with each other in filling photo¬ 
graphic albums with snapshots, and may 
possibly have some sympathy with the 
Pressmen who are not permitted to snap¬ 
shot them. They have also their postcard 
albums, which contain quite a wonderful 
collection of views sent by their parents 
from the Colonies and India, and many 




play cricket Prince Edward, w! 


nnasium, which King Edward provid¬ 
er the youth of the district. At Christ¬ 


ie Royal children have delightful i 
ms. There is a new cricket ground for 
young Princes captain 
^ % n Colle £ e and St. 
id where Princess Mari'- also 
rill at a game. During the 
e the Royal children played 






however, when the “new boy,” as Prince 
Albert was called, showed signs of rebel- 

deeply shocked to find them disputing the 
possession of the rocking-horse with blows. 
But their father said, “Let them have it 
out; they will be better friends after- 



SMOKING ROOM STORIES 


Mrs. Peck: “Henry, what would you 
do if burglars broke into our house some 
night?” 

Mr. Peck ( valiantly ): “Humph! I 
should keep perfectly cool, my dear.” 

And when, a few nights later, burglars 
did break in, Henry kept his promise: he 
hid in the ice-box.— Lippincot’s. 


There is living in Illinois a solemn man 
who is often funny without meaning 
to be. At the time of his wedding, he 
lived in a town some distance from the 
home of the bride. The wedding was to 
be at her house. On the eventful day the 
solemn man started for the station, but on 
the way met the village grocer, who talked 
so entertainingly that the bridegroom 
missed his train. 

Naturally he was in a “state.” Some¬ 
thing must be done, and done quickly. So 
he sent the following telegram: 

“Don’t marry till I come.—Henry.” 
— Lippincott’s. 


A well-known JSiew York contractor 
went into the tailtfr’s, donned his new suit, 
and left his old one for repairs. Then he 
sought a cafe and refreshed the inner 
man; but as he reached in his pocket for 
the money to settle his check, he realized 
that he had neglected to transfer both 
purse and watch when he left his suit. As 
he hesitated, somewhat embarrassed, he 
saw a bill on the floor at his feet. Seizing 
it thankfully, he stepped to the cashier’s 
desk and presented both check and money. 

“That was a two-dollar bill,” he explain¬ 
ed when he counted his change. 

“I know it,” the cashier replied, with a 
toss of her blonde head. “I’m dividing 
with you. I saw it first.”— Lippincott’s. 


The late Archbishop Ryan of Philadel¬ 
phia was a diplomat of the first order, and 
was possessed of a full share of Celtic wit 
and kindly humor. 

Before the Catholic Standard and the 
Catholic Times were combined to form 
one publication, there was keen rivalry 
and much controversy between their pro¬ 
prietors and readers as to which was the 
more truly representative Roman Catholic 
organ in Philadelphia. Each sought 
eagerly to gain the official endorsement 
of the Archbishop. On one occasion a 
prominent layman tried to trap him into 
a statement as to which of the two publi¬ 
cations he preferred. 

“Well, I will give you my opinion,” 
said the Archbishop deliberately; “it is 
certain that the Standard is far ahead of 
the times, and it is equally certain that 
the Times is much above the standard. 
Therefore I prefer to regard as most 
worthy the one which is thus proved to 
be superior.”— The Housekeeper. 

* * * 

Rastus was on trial, charged with steal¬ 
ing seven dollars and eighty-five cents. He 
pleaded not guilty, and, as he was unable 
to hire an attorney, the judge appointed 
Lawyer Clearem as counsel. Clearem put 
up a strong plea in defense, and Rastus 
was acquitted. 

Counsel and client met a few minutes 
later outside the court room. 

“Now, Rastus,” said Clearem, “you 
know the court allows the counsel very 
little for defending this kind of a case. 
I worked hard for you and got you clear. 
I’m entitled to much more pay than I’m 
getting for my valuable services, and you 
should dig up a good-sized fee. Have you 
got any money?” 

“Yes, Boss,” replied Rastus, “I still done 
got dat seben dollahs and eighty-five 
cents.”— Everybody’s. 






